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Qh, mother, that I could do for thee 
The things thou hast done for 


That ] Cuusu Ws Veep vsswaes uLLy feeble 
step, 


me: And let not thy hand grow cold! 
That I could pay back a thousandth 
part Oh, mother, that I.could give to 


Of the love thou bearest me; thee, 
Now that thou canst not see— 
That I covld give back the sight, 
my dear, 


That thou has given me! 


That I could give thee the strength 
I hold, 
Now that thou growest old; 


Joyce Schrefs filer 
1976 


May 


Seven Ages of Motherhood 


By JOHN B. GRUELLE. 


Oh, mother, that I could give to 
thee, 
Now that thou leavest me— 
Oh, mother, that I could give to 
thee 
The life thou hast given me! 


GRANDMOTHER 


OLD GRANDMOTHER SAT IN HER HIGH-BACKED CHAIR MY BEAU WHEN I'SE A GAL AND YOUNG 
COMBING HER LOCKS OF SILVER HAIR MEN KNEW HOW TO ACT AND HOLD HIS TONGUE, 
TUCKING THEM UNDER HER WHITE FRILLED CAP TILL PA AND MA WERE OUT OF SIGHT 

BEFORE SHE TOOK HER USUAL NAP. AND ALL THE WORK DONE FOR THE NIGHT. 

HER HANDS WERE WRINKLED AND CREASED WITH FAT THEN I WOULD KNIT, WE'D TALK TOGETHER 
AND SHE LAID THEM DOWN UPON HER LAP ABOUT OUR WORK THE CROPS AND WEATHER 
AND WATCHED THE COALS OF A BRIGHT WOOD FIRE AND ONLY THINK MY DARTER DEAR 


AND THE DAZZLING FLAMES THAT ROSE STILL HIGHER. HE DIDN'T COME BUT TWICE A YEAR, 


HER BLUE YARN HOSE ON THE HEARTH WAS PRESSED WHILE YOURS IS SPARKING HALF HIS TIME 
IN AN OLD FASHIONED STYLE HER FEET WERE DRESSED. WHY GRANDMA DEAR IS THAT A CRIME? 
HER APRON WHITE CHECKED OFF WITH BLUE I SUPPOSE NOT, NO, FOR TIMES ARE NEW 
WHILE HER WOOLEN DRESS WAS SHORT, BUT NEW. AND FOLKS OF MY AGE ARE BUT FEW. 
HER CAPE WAS MADE OF SOME QUEER OLD STUFF BUT STILL I CAN'T HELP SEEING THINGS 
OF A MOTTLED HUE OF BLACK AND BUFF. AND ALL THE FAULTS THAT FASHION BRINGS 
BUT WHILE SHE NODDED AS IF ASLEEP SUCH FLUM A DIDDLE RIBBON LACE 
A SIDE LONG GLANCE SHE SEEMED TO KEEP. THAT EVERYTHING SEEMS OUT OF PLACE. 
OVER HER GRANDDAUGHTER YOUNG AND FAIR 
KNITTING LACE IN THE ROCKING CHAIR. AND YET MY DARTER YOUR A PRIDE 

AND HERE SHE STOPPED AND WIPED HER EYES 
AT LAST SHE YAWNS AND LOOKS ABOUT YOUR LIKE YOUR GRANDMOTHER I'LL BE BOUND 
AND SHAKES HER HEAD AS IF IN DOUBT THERES NOT ANOTHER TO BE FOUND 
AND SPEAKS AND STOPS TO THINK AND PAUSE LIKE YOU AMONG THE BEST OF THEM 
SAYING FOLKS AINT AS THEY USED TO WAS. AND SHOULD YOU MARRY ALL THE MEN 

YOU'D NEVER GET ONE GOOD ENOUGH 
WHEN I'SE A GAL WE ALL COULD WORK SO DO NOT MIND YOUR GRANDMA'S STUFF. 
AND NEVER ONE OF US DARED TO SHIRK 
WE DIDN'T HAVE NEEDLES WITH HOOKS AND CROOKS (This poem was Submitted by NELLIE M. ROY 
AND PAPER WORKED TO PUT IN BOOKS. 640 South Main Street, Bellingham, I¢4 


belonged to her grandmother, Nellie M. 
AND LAMPSMATS AND I KNOW NOT WHAT FIDDLE DEE DEE ; 

W : i 
SUCH HEAPS OF NOTHING I NEVER DID SEE OITA Pe AAS ey: years old; and is 
AND THEN THERE CAME ANOTHER PAUSE, 4f@ poem, Thank you 


WITH TIMES AINT NOW AS THEY USED TO WAS. Nellie. The poem is delight fut. ) 


I REMEMBER WORKING FLAX 

A KEEPING THINGS AS NEAT AS WAX 

AND WEAVING TOWELS AND TABLE LINENS 
AND DOING ALL OF MOTHERS SPRINGING, 


BUT NOW THE GALS MUST BE SO NICE 

AND HAVE THEIR DRESSES THE HIGHEST PRICE 
AND PLAY AND DANCE AND TALK TOGETHER 

AND GO TO WALK ALL KINDS OF WEATHER. 


AND HAVE A BEAU WITH MOUTH ALL HAIR 

I THINK THEY CALL IT A MUSTER CHAIR 
THEY FOUND THIS NONSENSE ALL IN BOOKS 
AND VERY NICE THEY THINK IT LOOKS. 


AND THEN THE BEAU COMES TWICE A WEEK 
AND HERE I SIT AND DARE NOT SPEAK 
FOR FEAR MY GRAMMER WON'T BE GOOD 
AND WHAT I SAY MISUNDERSTOOD. 
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IN MEMORIAM 


"AND FOREMOST STILL AMONG THE FREE 
THEIR SPIRITS SHALL BY HiS DECREE 


Those who died in the Civil War: LEAD ON THROUGH ALL ETERNITY.” 


Alvin B. Adams Jairus Lawrence Soy 
Thomas Carey George A. Lowe : \\ ‘ 
W. Ellis Cook Joseph Osgood 

Moses R. Drake Asa Partridge 

George A. Dudley H. Perry Slocomb 

Charles P. Hancock Calvin C. Thayer 

Norman Hastings Charles F. Vose 

Robert R. Hill Lewis E. Wales 


Joseph W. Holbrook Lewis E. Whitney 
Samuel Wilcox 
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1. We shall meet, but we shall miss him There will be one va - cant chair; 
2. At ‘our fire - side, sad and lone - ly; Oft - en will the bos - em swell 
- 3. True, they tell us wreaths of glo - ry Ev - er- more will deck his brew, 


ee ete LLLP ACY) | | 
we sball lin - ger to ca - ress him, While we breathe our eve-ning prayer. ves Soopers 4 


At re - mem-brance of sae sto - 4 Sweep -Ing our Bo - PEN Wil - lie fell; a 
this sootbes the an- guish on - ly weep - o’er our heart-strings now. Tr E Civil L Wa 6l- 6 5. 4 : 
ee. —_ =e RL .) 


Those who died in World War I: 


[Is » w i's 
Herbert B. Arnold 
Erg) ee el en ee he ere Vv 
fsb 2—t$-—¢ —tg— $= ot a—s—g-to—y «=séEdward L. Spencer 
When a year @& - go we -ered, Joy was in his mild blue eye, : i" 
be: - Thro’ the thick - est f the figh ° 
sep “day, 0 6 ce ee ine - ee ie thy creed ah gars — rea Those who d 1 ed in Worl d Wa r I] né 
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Killed in action 


Edward Baldiga 
Augusto Bozzi 


Walter Lenktis 
- i - ered, And ho i -f{ i 
up - Feld Cue pene ty 8 bon - ont Tn: gue etrengih of macho might A rman d L eves q ue 


- ; h i d - Min - gl a the tcars we shed. . 
Dir - ges from the pine and cy pe n - gle wi 8 Albert Prefontaine 


Harold Trudel 


Those who died in the Korean 
War: In prison 


Thomas Berardi 
e > sbal meet, but we shall miss him, There will be aed va - cant chair; 

d Let us remember these men 
who gave their life for 
freedom and to keep their 
memory green. 


We shall lin - ger to ca-ress him, Benen we breathe our eve - ning prayer. 
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JANUARY 1976 Issue 
South School 1922-23 


Mrs. Nellie Murray Roy 

640 South Main Street has submitted 
the following names in reply to our 
request for identity. 


Reading left to right - Page -4-: 
l-Manuel Depointe 
3-Michael Purich 
4-Harriet White 
5-Warren Mowry 
6-Walter Karczmarczyk 
7-Helene Raymond Henrard 
8-Gabriel Bernier 
9-Gladys Longtin Robinson 
11l-Faith Lee 
14-William Bokowski 
15-Alice Sweck 
16-Florence Carrier Leduc 
17-John Waszkiewicz 
19-Stasia Alexander Szuflicki 
21-Annette Larose Potvin 
22-Helen Kozimor Marchionda 
23-Carl Whipple 


Li- you scan asin 
the missing names, 
we would greatly 
appreciate it. 
Thank you Nellie 
for your help. 
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Ulice Niele techn 7S eeCe ns O10 EL 
19229. 1923 


JANUARY 1976 Issue 
South School 1922-23 
Reading left to right Page -5- 
4-Mary Nyzarek Gemski 
8-Fred Bardell 
ll-Mary Skulibinski 
l3-James Warner Murray 
(14-Lucille Debigare 
15-Elizabeth Barrows Neely 
16-Stefanie(Wasyleshyn) Waslean 
17-Henry Boroski 
21-Ellsworth Chandler 
23-Stefanie Kupnicki Rousseau 
25-Batholemew (BeBe) Bernier 


28-Stella Powell 37-Rosalie Bis 
30-Catherine Latini 38-Bernice Murray Rocheford 
: 33-Miss Mae Ryan 39-Ralph Whipple 


34-Miss Clara Sibley Esten 
35-Doris Debigare 


TOWN HISTORY 
"BELLINGHAM NAVY YARD" 
BOX POND 


Sequestered in a beautiful valley of the Quinobequin river, now 
called the Charles River, in the former Town of Mendon, lies a body of 
water that was created by a dam in the middle 1800's and called "Box 
Pond". In 1719, this area became part of the Town of Bellingham, 
Massachusetts. 


Not far from there was the railroad that ran from Boston to 
Woonsocket and built around 1860. People from Milford would arrive 
at the Depot by barge to travel to Woonsocket and elsewhere. The 
Milford line opened in 1868 from the Depot. 


Our yarn has its origin around 1860, so they say, when two resi- 
dents from Milford came on a cold November night after being in 
Woonsocket to indulge in the spirited nectar of high potency liquor, 
and arrived at the Depot in a staggering fashion. Apparently they 
were not interested in taking the barge back to Milford as they 
wandered over to the saw mill on Box Pond, where it was nice and warm 
in the boiler room, to stay for the night. Seneca Burr owned the saw 
mill until 1871 when he sold it to Joseph G. and James P. Ray of Frank: 
lin. Here our intrepid venturers lay down to peaceful sleep under the 
drug of alcohol on this Saturday night with no one to disturb their 
slumber on the morrow. However, during the night, a terrific windstorm 
must have suddenly swept down the length of Box Pond causing the logs 
to jam up in a strange fashion. When the sun rose in the morning one 
of the men looked out on the Pond and in disbelief rubbed his eyes and 
exclaimed, "Where in Blackstone, or words to that effect, are we? This 
must be the Bellingham Navy Yard:" Then pointing to some glistening 
logs aimed skyward, "Don't you see the guns?" 


Thus the legend created that morning long ago has tickled the 
ribs of many Bellinghamites and was made famous when around the turn 
of the century someone in the U. S. House of Representatives proposed, 
as a joke, a bill for the appropriation of $100,000.00 for the 
"Bellingham Navy Yard": The bill was near enactment when the hoax 
was revealed: 


Not to be outdone, we hear that sailors and workmen from the 
Charlestown Navy Yard came out to Box Pond one fine summer's day 
bringing their "refreshments" along in a wagon to enjoy a real country 
picnic. So from Sunday to Tuesday they were all too happy to think 
of returning to their base until the military police arrived and 
escorted them back again under heavy guard: Now the "Yard" had been 
initiated to go down in history forever: 


Under the leadership and through the perseverance of Edwin Tuttle, 
a Masonic Order was established in 1939 called the "Bellingham Navy 
Yard"! In 1942, they planted a Memorial tree on the Emmons Street 
side of the Franklin Masonic Temple in honor of the Revolutionary 


martyr, Nathan Hale. 
We might add, 


along Hartford Avenue on January 26, 


1776, 


Also, one to honor Alexander Scammell of Milford. 
had they known at that time that Nathan Hale marched 
that a tree would have been 


planted along there somewhere instead and maybe a edu ae could have 
been named in his honor also: 


We are indebted to Mr. Tuttle for the previous 


information which 


he had written about in October of 1951 and published in the Milford 


Daily News. 


If you are statistically inclined, 


the Charles River enters 


Bellingham at an altitude of about 230 feet above sea level and leaves 


at an elevation of 185 feet in Caryville. 


It is 222 feet at Box Pond. 


Thus the river meanders slowly from Hopkinton to Boston carrying peeve 
that stopped awhile to savor the shores of our "Bellingham Navy Yard 
Long live the Yard myth. 


THE BELLINGHAM NAVY YARD 


An Association of Brethren of the Most Ancient and Honorable Society of Free and Accepted Masons wt 


ACTIVE OFFICERS 


EDWIN F. TUTTLE 
Admiral and Commander in Chief. Hart- 
ford Ave., Bellingham, Mass. Tel. Mil- 
ford 3479-J. 


Most Worshipfiil 
SAMUEL HOLMES WRAGG, P.G.M. Ad- 
miral and Knight of the Temple, Need- 

ham, Mass. 


HONORARY ADMIRALS 


WHITFIELD W. JOHNSON, P. G. M. 
Watertown, Mass. 

JOSEPH EARL, PERRY, P. G. M. 
Belmont, Mass. 

HARRY S.. TRUMAN, P. GM. 
Independence, Mo. 

ROGER KEITH, P, G. M. 
Brockton, Mass. 

ALBERT P. REURAT, P. G. M. 
Foster Center, R. I. 


GEORGE ALEXANDER FARRON, G. M. 


Woonsocket, R. I. 


are still seeking Further light. 


Admiral LOUIS E. DENFELD, 
United States Navy (Retired), Admiral! 
and Commander of the Fleet. West- 
boro, Mass. 


REV. DR. THOMAS S. ROY, P. G. M. 
_ Worcester, Mass. 


ALTON TILLINGHAST CURTIS, P. G. M. 


Saylesville, R. I. 

ALTON GROVER WHEELER,.G. M. 
Waterbury, Vt. 

HAROLD C. CADY, P. G. M 
Concord, N. H. 

CONRAD HAHN, G. M. 
Easton, Conn. 

REV. AUDERY L. BURBANK, G. M. 
Waterville, Maine 


Most Worshipful 
ANDREW GRAY JENKINS, 
Grand Master of Massachusetts Mas- 
ons. Masonic Temple Boston, Mass. 
ADMIRAL. 


Illustrious Master EDWARD M. TAYLOR, 

R. F. D. Hopedale, Mass. Telephone 

Milford 1837-W. Vice Admiral and Ex- 
ecutive Officer. 


EARL KENDRICK HAILLING, P. G. M. 
Willimantic, Ct. 

CARROLL HERBERT INGALLS, G. M. 
Haverhill, N. H. 

REV. HENRY F. COLLINS, P. G. M. 
Coiumbia, So. Carolina 

LLOYD E. WILSON, P. G. M. 
San Francisco, Cal. 

HENRY DEAN PROUDFOOT, P. G. M 
Portland, Oregon 

HENRY J. COOPER, G. M. 
Warwick, R. I. 5 


Who was the famous explorer that lectured in the 
Opera House in Milford on his experiences in 
Antartica and showed movies of the expedition on 


May 10, 1932? 


(Answer) 


Byrd established 


Admiral Richard E. 
Bennett flew over the North Pole on May 9, 
“Little America" 
Whales in Antartica in 1929. 
Pole on November 29, 


Byrd, 


pilot on a 1600 mile journey by airplane. 


Do you remember that and were you there to hear 


and see? 


along with Floyd 
1926. 

on the Bay of 

He crossed the South 
1929 with Bernt Balchen as 
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JUST BEHIND THE BATTLE 
MOTHER 


Charles Noel Douglas 


Just behind the battle, mother, 

I am eating Irish stew 

I have eaten all the meat, mother, 

And I’ve left the bones for you. 

Do not fear my dearest mother, 

That death will claim your only 
son, 

For though I cannot fight, dear 
mother, 

Bet your sweet life I can run. 


Just behind the battle mother, 

Foemen charge the live-long day, 

Glad they didn’t charge me, moth- 
er, 

For when I’m charged I never pay. 

Shells they hit me, mother darling, 

Wished you’d heard my frantic 
yells, } 

Wasn’t wounded much, dear moth- 
er, 

For they were only peanut shells. 


Just behind the battle, mother, 

Deep I am in gory scenes, 

I have just assassinated, 

Fourteen cans of pork and beans. 

War and all its horrors, mother, 

Ne’er upsets my eating plans, 

And when I’ve eaten all the beans, 
mother, 

I’ll present you with the cans. 


Just behind the battle, mother, 

Roar of cannon I can hear, 

While the boys fight at the front, 
mother, 

Pork chops I’m fighting in the rear, 

Worry not, nor think you'll find me, 

With those mained and slaughtered 
men, 

For if I should get killed, dear 
mother, 

You’d have no son to work for then. 


Just behind the battle, mother, 

A pension I am drawing now, 

Laurel wreaths for bravery, moth- 
er, 

Decorate my classic brow. 

The reason I’ve been _ honered, 
mother, 


You will very plainly see, 


Thousands of the enemy, mother, 
Dropped dead exhausted, chasing 


me. 


Just behind the battle, mother, 

That’s the safest place to be, 

Getting killed and 
mother, 

Never did look good to me. 

When the enemy approaches, 

I heat it, hike, and fade away, 


For I’d rather be a live bum, moth- 


er, 
Then a dead hero any day. 


You printed “Just Before the 
Battle Mother” this one should go 


along with it. 


Vier mek. 


ANNIVERSARY 


May 20, 1782 

Deborah Sampson 
enlisted as 

"Robert Shurtlieff" 
in Crimpville in 

the Continental Army 


ON WHAT DAY OF THE WEEK 
WERE YOU BORN? 


Born on Monday — Fair of face. 
Born on Tuesday — Full of God’s 
Grace. 
Born on Wednesday — Merry & glad. 
Born on Thursday — Sour and sad. 
Born on Friday — Loving and giving. 
Born on Saturday — Works hard for 
his living. 
Born on Sunday — Will never come 
to want. 


Bae 


slaughtered, 


Day - May 8, 1945 


THE BLUE AND THE GRAY 
By Francis Miles Finch 


By the flow of an inland river 
When the fleets of iron have fled, 
Where the blades of the grave 
grass quiver, 
Asleep are the ranks of the dead — 
Under the sod and the dew 
Waiting the judgement day; — 
Under the one the Blue; 
Under the other the Gray. 


From the silence of sorrowful 
hearts, 

The desolate mourners go, 

Lovingly laden with flowers 

Alike for the friend and the foe; — 
Under the sod and the dew 
Waiting the judgement day; — 
Under the roses the Blue; 
Under the lilies the Gray. 
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In 
Flanders 
Fields 

the Poppies 
Grow.... 


By 
John McRae 


In Flanders fields the poppies grow 
Between the crosses, row on row, 
That mark our place; and in the sky 
The larks, still bravely singing, fly, 
Scarce heard amid the guns below. 


We are the dead; short days ago 
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow, 
Loved and were loved, and now we lie 
In Flanders fields. 


Take up our quarrel with the foe! 

To you from falling hands we throw 

The torch; be yours to hold it high! 

If ye break faith with us who die 

We shall not sleep, though poppies 
grow 

In Flanders fields. 


The author of the above, Col. John 
McRae, a Canadian, died of pneumon- 
ia during World War I. 


